


7 he T ragedie of Richard D . of 

Queen. Do good my Lord, and leaue vs to our foitunes,. 

King. Why thats my fortune, therefore lie ftay ftill, 

Clifford, Be it with refolution*then to fight. 

Tnnce. Good father checre thefc noble Lordcs, 
Vnfheath your fword, fweete father cry Saint George. 

Clif. Pitch we our Bacteil here,for hence we wil noemouc 
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Enter the houfe ofYorkg. 

Edw. Now periurd Henry thou yeeld thy Ctowne, 
And kneele for mercy at thy Soueraignes feetc? 

Quee. Goe rate thy minions proud intuiting boy. 
Becomes it thee to be thus malepert, 

Before thy King and lawfuil Souenignc? 

Ed\x>. I am his King, and he I’hould bend his knee, 

I was adopted heirc by his confent. 

<feor(r. Since when, he hath broke his oath. 

For as we heare.you that are King, 

Though he doweare the Crowne, 

Haue caufde him by new aft ofParliament 
To blot our brother out, and put hisownc fonne in. 

Clif. And reafon (feorge.Whd iliould fucceedthe father, 
but the fonnc. ? 

“Rich. A re you their butchet? (fore. 

(if I Crookbackjhctc I ftand to anfwere thee, or any of your 

Rich. T was you that kild young Thailand, w&s it not? 

Clif, Yes, and olde T orke too, and yet not fatisfide. 

Rich. For Gods fake Lordcs, giue fynald to the fight. 

War* What fayft thou Henry? wilt thou yeeld thy crowne? 

Queen. Whatjong tongde War. dare you fpeake? 

When you and I met at Saint Albonee lall. 

Your legges did better feruice then your handes. 

Vyar. I, then twas my turne to flee,but now tis thine. 

Clif. You fayd fo much before, and yet you fled. 

VAtr.T was not your vallo'ur Clifford, that droue me thence. 

ATor/ii^.Nojnoryour manhood Wamic\,thzt could make 
you flay. s - 

Rich. Northumberland, Tforthumberland, we Holde thee re* 
berently. Breakc affthc parlie, for fearfe lean refraine the 
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York*, <Md Henrie the fixt. 
execution of my bigfwolne heart, againfl that Clifford there> 
that crucll child-killer. 

Af.Why, I kild chy Father,calft thou him a child*? 
q£h. I like a villaine,and a treeherous coward, 
Althoudidft kill our tender brother 'Rgttand, 

ButereSunne fet lie make thee curfle the deed. ((peak?, 
Jft«p.Haue done with worries great Lords, and heare mo 
Queen . Defie diem then,or els hold clofe thy lips. 

Kmg. I prethee giue no limits to tny tongue, 
lama King and preuiledgde to fpeake. _ 

‘ Clif. My Lord, the wound that bred this meeting neere. 
Cannot be cur’d with wordes,thercfore be flill . 

Rich. Then Executioner vnfheath diy fword, 

Sy him that made vs all I am refolu’de, 

That Cliffords manhood hangs vpon his tongue. 

Ed\\\ What faift thou Hemie ?{ hall I haue my right or no? 
A thoufand men haue broke their fall to day. 

That nerc (ball dine, vnlcffs thou yeeld the crowne. 

War . If thou denic, their blouds be oil chy head, 

For York? in iuftice puts his armour on. 

Tm. If all be right ihaiWarmcfy faies is right, 

There is no wrong/out ail things mull be right* 

%ch. Whofoeuer got thec,there chy mother ftatids* 

For well I wot, thou Halt thy Mothers tongue. 

Quee. But thou arc neither like thy fire nor dam* 

But like a foule mifhapen Stygmaticke, 

Markc by the deftinies.to be auoided 
As venome Toades,or Lizards fainting lookes. 

Rich. Iron oiNaplesJnid with Engliili gilt. 

Thy Father beares the title ofa King, 

As if a channell Biouldbe calde the Sea; 

Sham^fl not, knowing from whence thou art deriukle. 

To parlie thus with Englands lavvfull heires? 

Edfy, A wifpe offtrawe were worth a thoufand crowncs*. 
To make that fhameleffe Callet know her ielfe, 

Thy husbands Father reueld in the heart of Fraunce , 

And tamde the French,and made the Dolphin (loops: 

And had he mate ht according to hisftate^ 






